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A MODKRN COMEDY

" Nonsense! Hislast things are his best,'5
" Well, that's what I think, Perhaps lie's forestallc J ihc
tip. Hashe,d}youknowr"
Fleur turned her eyes towards the face behind lier
shoulder. No, it had its native look-frank, irresponsible,
slightly faun-like, with its pointed ears, quick lips, and
nostrils,
She said slowly:
" If you don't know, nobody docs."
A snuffle interrupted Michael's answer. Ting-a-ling,
long, low, slightly higher at both ends, was standing between
them, with black muzzle upturned. 'My pedigree is
long,' he seemed to say; ' but my legs are short rial
about it I*